never. . . . The Communion of Saints would be enough
for me.*
It has also been and will be enough for me during our
temporary separation, and I have thought it worth while to
set down here what were our measured conclusions on the
question when we ourselves became most deeply involved.
Peace was declared and it found us established in our first
unfurnished home: the first also of a series of homes of
which the freehold or a very long lease was bought under
the impression that we should remain in them for the rest of
our lives. In this respect we both suffered from incurable
optimism, and in any case we got an immense amount of
fun out of our various ventures and the fun would not have
been nearly so fulfilling if we had not at each fresh beginning
been completely convinced that here at last we had discov-
ered the perfect home for all the years to come and for our
old age.
Our homes! Houses, flats, large and small, in town and
country, in England and in Italy ... each in its turn seemed
ideal and in none of them did we remain longer than four
years. Time and again we immersed ourselves gravely in
preliminary discussions that heralded the next move.
Gravely we agreed that we were only suited to a country
life and dog breeding. With equal gravity, after a couple
of years of rustication we concluded that what we wanted
was a house very accessible to London and its activities.
After a period of suburban experiment we (or shall we say
John in this instance, but always with my loyal assent)
rebelled at the constant journeys to and fro and decided
that only urban life provided the necessary stimulus for her
work. One home proved too big, another was definitely
much too small and when circumstances at length took us
to Florence, which we both loved dearly, we left our first
61